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father in their villa at Le Cannet and I used to take the tram
and spend most of my days with her in narcissus-carpeted
olive groves. But a trouble weighed heavily upon me and I
confided it to Leila. The trouble was, as usual, financial.
No money came from England! Some hitch in the arrange-
ments made by my father before he sailed for America left us
stranded. My mother wept. We did not know how to stay
on nor how to leave. For a time we tried not to eat, depending
for our food upon our invitations. One day when we were not
asked, I recall the void in my inside as we walked up a hill
to call on someone in a villa at the top. On arrival we found,
as we expected, a magnificent tea laid out with cakes, tempting
even to one who was not hungry, and it was very difficult not
to eat like a savage!
Not being initiated into the tangled complication of my
parents' money affairs, I had not the slightest idea how long
we might remain in this predicament or what could happen
to alleviate it. I tried to comfort my mother, but I was
dreadfully depressed in my own heart. Leila told all this to
her uncle ; and he, an old friend of my father's, old enough
(he said) to be my father, took me for a walk on a wild hillside
and forced fifty pounds upon me! He did it, I must say, in
the nicest possible way, but I had been taught to believe that
one should never accept presents from men, except books. I
refused it resolutely, but as we sat among the juniper bushes
he pulled off my buckled slipper and stuffed the note into the
toe. There was nothing to do but to limp home with it. I
could not immediately make up my mind whether to tell my
mother or not, it seemed impossible to spend such a sum without
her knowing. Besides, it had been given to me for our mutual
aid. Her attitude in such a matter, I could not gauge. But
as the very next morning I found her sobbing with her face in
her hands I put my arms round her and broke it to her gently.
It made her stop crying while she asked a string of questions,
after which she sobbed on my neck,
" Oh, my poor child! My poor, poor child ! "
Then pulling herself together with an effort she suggested
that we should go to Monte Carlo " just for the day, darling,"
and " have a little fling/'

